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important and exciting because they were there in the
light, for just beyond them, all round them, was the
darkness in which lurked the one great fear, the fear
that he might take part no longer in these events, that
he might lose his job. Once he stopped being Twigg
and Dersingham's cashier, what was he? He avoided the
question by day, but sometimes at night, when he could
not sleep, it came to him with all its force and dread-
fully illuminated the darkness with little pictures of
shabby and broken men, trudging round from office to
office, haunting the Labour Exchanges and the news-
paper rooms of Free Libraries, and gradually sinking
into the workhouse and the gutter.
This fear only threw into brighter relief his present
position. He had spent years making neat little
columns of figures, entering up ledgers and then balanc-
ing them, but this was not drudgery to him. He was a
man of figures. He could handle them with astonish-
ing dexterity and certainty. In their small but per-
fected world, he moved with complete confidence and
enjoyed himself. If you only took time and trouble
enough, the figures would always work out and balance
up, unlike life, which you could not possibly manipu-
late so that it would work out and balance up. More-
over, he loved the importance, the dignity, of his posi-
tion. Thirty-five years had passed since he was an office
boy, like Stanley, but a trifle smaller and younger; he
was a boy from a poor home; and in those days a clerk-
ship in the City still meant something, cashiers and
chief clerks still wore silk hats, and to occupy a saf<?
stool and receive your hundred and fifty a year was to
have arrived. Mr. Smeeth was now a cashier himself
and he was still enjoying his arrival. Somewhere at the

